256                 SUNSHINE AND   DUST
retired in peace to a castle near Siena and his son Dino had be-
come an Archbishop (suitable reward) he was one day set
upon by armed men and fell, as our book says, "under the
daggers perhaps of the Counts of Santa Fiora, who hated him
and whom he hated."
Daggers perhaps! said we ... and drove on, grinning at
Monte Amiata, now very blue under a cloud-shadow.
Someday, lovely thing, we'll see you and your forests, we
said, looking invidiously at the world of hills rioting about
us. It would be nice to see a storm on these mountains;
for our book added that "In Monte Amiata, as elsewhere in
Tuscany and Umbria . . . bells are rung to avert light-
nings, winds and hail, which are attributed by the peasantry
to diabolic influences. . . . Satan is the 'prince of the power
of the air' and it is believed that bells, especially church-
bells, may prevail against him."
(Angels ringing bells in San Gimignano, and causing whirl-
winds to cease?)
But Satan's whirlings just now were merely scenic; clouds
fled and hurtled, while sunbeams pursued them. Brilliant
were the valleys, now in gleams of sun, or engulfed in purple
gloom. What a day for this drive! And we were in Umbria
now; below Radicofani, one enters it. Weren't the roads
already a little smoother? Umbria's roads are supposed to be.
Nicolette liked Umbria, we were sure; she was now so
cheerful and altogether herself that after crossing the un-
noticeable Paglia (which we were to meet again), we grew
very bold, took a chance on her good behavior, and sped on
past our Orvieto road for a glimpse of the Lago di Bolsena.
As soon as it came in sight, we turned and scurried ner-
vously toward the Orvieto fork ... as much as one can
scurry in this land, with donkey-carts appearing around
turns; but even so, we stopped once on a high place, and
stared back toward Rome. . . . Ever since Siena, it had been
a fine feeling to know that we were on the road to Rome;
and we had just discovered that the F: Tevere was the Tiber!
Stupid, not to have unfolded that map to its last crease, but